THE  SPANISH WAR
fight she tended the wounded, and many a blue-shirted
Falangist has laid his head on her lap, held her hand and
whispered, "Mother/' as he drew his dying breath.
I spoke to many of her men after her death, and there
was not one who did not take off his blue forage cap and
stand with bent head as he spoke of the "heroine" of the
regiment.   One night her men were in the front line
in CarabancheL   There was not much doing, only a shot
from time to time, but the food was poor and scanty.
Juanita had the day before brought up the kitchen equip-
ment to a little sunken road some hundred yards back.
A bright fire was burning, but there was little to cook.
Calling for two volunteers with sacks, she told them she
would go back to the vegetable gardens behind Leganes
and bring up cabbages,  carrots, and other vegetables
which would help to make a hot stew.   The three started
out across the fields when there came a sudden burst
of machine-gun fire, which sent them all tumbling down
for shelter.   The machine-gun continued to stutter its
message of death at intervals, while the two men and the
girl lay close to the damp brown earth.   Finally she turned
and said: "We must be moving, or else we will be too late
to bring the stuff back in time for the boys' dinner."
With that she draped the sacks over her shoulders as a
rough camouflage and, getting up, began to run forward.
There was another burst of fire and she fell, never to rise
again.   It was at nightfall they brought her body in.   It
was three days later, when her regiment had been re-
lieved, that she was buried, and her coffin was carried by
her boys to the cemetery, where all stood weeping as,
with the rites of the Church, she was committed to her
rest.   The city of Merida, whence she came, as a token of
their esteem for her high and pure character and her
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